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Foreigners who symbolized the new aggressivity of European post war imperialism to new nationalist governments (in Egypt and Iraq and elsewhere in the Arab world) were forced to leave, which, in the case of many old communities, was a particularly nasty fate. Some of these people were acclimatized to new places of residence, but many were, in a manner of speaking, reexiled. There is a popular but wholly mistaken assumption that to be exiled is to be totally cut off, isolated, hopelessly separated from your place of origin. If only that surgically clean separation were possible, because then at least you could have the consolation of knowing that what you have left behind is, in a sense, unthink able and completely irrecoverable. The fact is that for most exiles the difficulty consists not simply in being forced to live away from home, but rather, given today's world, in living with the many reminders that you are in exile, that your home is not in fact so far away, and that the normal traffic of everyday contemporary life keeps you in constant but tantalizing and unfulfilled touch with the old place. The exile therefore exists in the median state, neither completely at one with the new setting nor fully disencumbered of the old, beset with half involvements and half detachments, nos talgic and sentimental on one level, an adept mimic or a secret outcast on another. Being skilled at survival becomes the main im perative, with the danger of becoming too comfortable and secure constituting a threat that is constantly to be guarded against.
Salim, the main character ofV. S. Naipaul's novel A Bend in the River, is an affecting instance of the modern intellectual in exile; an East African Muslim of Indian origin, he has left the coast and journeyed toward the African interior, where he survives precari ously in a new state modeled on Mobuto's Zaire. Naipaul's extraor dinary antennae as a novelist enable him to portray Salim's life at a "bend in the river" as a sort of no-man's-land, to which come the To some degree the early V. S. Naipaul-the essayist and travel writer, living off and on in England, yet always on the move, re visiting his Caribbean and Indian roots, sifting through the de bris of colonialism and postcolonialism, remorselesslyjudging the illusions and cruelties of independent states and the new true believers-was a figure of modern intellectual exile.
Even more rigorously, more determinedly the exile than Naipaul, and for me the dominating intellectual conscience of Turgenev himself actually says nothing of this at all: he lets it happen before our eyes, as if to say not only that the intellectual is a being set apart from parents and children, but that his modes of life, his procedures of engaging with it, are necessarily allusive and can be represented realistically only as a series of discontinu ous performances. Adorno's Minima Moralia seems to follow the same logic, although after Auschwitz, Hiroshima, the onset of the Cold War, and the triumph of America, representing the intel lectual honestly is a much more tortuous thing than doing what Turgenev had done for Bazarov a hundred years earlier. This is typically gloomy and unyielding: Adorno the intellec tual in exile heaping sarcasm on the idea that one's own work can provide some satisfaction, an alternative type of living that might be a slight respite from the anxiety and marginality of no "dwelling" at all. What Adorno doesn't speak about are indeed the pleasures of exile, those different arrangements of living and eccentric angles of vision that it can sometimes afford, which en liven the intellectual's vocation without perhaps alleviating every last anxiety or feeling of bitter solitude. So while it is true to say that exile is the condition that characterizes the intellectual as someone who stands as a marginal figure outside the comforts of privilege, power, being-at-homeness (so to speak), it is also very im portant to stress that that condition carries with it certain rewards and even privileges. The great prototype for this sort of intellectual position is pro vided by the eighteenth-century Italian philosopher Giambattista Vico, who has long been a hero of mine. Vico's great discovery, which derived in part from his loneliness as an obscure Neapoli tan professor-scarcely able to survive, at odds with the Church and his immediate surroundings-is that the proper way to under stand social reality is to understand it as a process generated from its point of origin, which one can always locate in extremely hum ble circumstances. This, he said in his great work The New Science, means seeing things as having evolved from definite beginnings, as the adult human being derives from the babbling child.
Vico argues that this is the only point of view to take about the secular world, which he repeats over and over again is historical, with its own laws and processes, not divinely ordained. This en tails respect, but not reverence, for human society. You look at the grandest of powers in terms of where it came from and where it might be headed; you are not awed by the august personality or the magnificent institution, which often compels silence and stunned subservience from a native, someone who has always seen ( 
